CHAPTER XI

BOSTON'S LITEEAHY MEN

MY first impression when I visited Boston was that I
felt myself rather at home in the place. It seemed to
me somehow like a miniature London. Beacon Street,
with the common on one side, carried with it the idea
of Piccadilly with the Green Park. The streets
were sometimes narrow and crooked (quite unlike the
avenues of New York), and there were many dear
delightful little lanes and courts and alleys with old-
fashioned comfortable-looking hotels and restaurants
which brought with them a sort of familiar air, as if one
were wandering through certain quarters in the neigh-
bourhood of Fleet Street and Ludgate Hill. Tremont
Street itself looked to me as if it might well have been
stolen somehow from the dear old City. At the time
of which I am now speaking Boston had not got its new
fashionable avenues with their double rows of palatial
residences, and its modern Paris-like hotels, and the
whole place had an air of old-world comfort and unpre-
tentiousness about it. Then, of course, the name of
Boston was loved by every traveller who had any con-
cern with literature, because it was more or less asso-
ciated up to that time with whatever of literature the
American Republic had to show. I came with some
letters of introduction, and it was not long before I had
the pleasure of making many acquaintances whose
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